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of  her own   family  twelve   miles  off,   holds   out  as  a Conservative.
"From Somersetshire I went to Hatlield, arriving just after sunset. You could only just see the red colouring on the majestic old house, but all the windows blazed and glittered with light through the dark walls; the Golden Gallery with its hundreds of electric lamps was like a Venetian illumination. The many guests coming and going, the curiously varied names inscribed upon the bedroom doors, give the effect of having all the elements of society compressed under one roof. It was pleasant to meet Lady Lytton, beautiful still, and with all the charm of the most high-bred refinement. Another guest was i,                            Count Herbert Bismarck. Lady Salisbury had spoken of
'",                            him as a fallen power, greatly broken by his fall, and so
1                             had  enlisted  our  sympathies  for him,  but he quenched
i *                            them  by  his  loud  authoritative manner,  Hinging  every
sentence from him with defiant self-assertion. lie was especially opinionated about Henry VIII/s wives, utterly refusing to allow that Anne of Clevcs did not precede Anne Boleyn. He is a colossal man and a great eater, ;                              and would always fill two glasses of wine at once, to have
one in reserve.    At dinner he was rather amusing about the  inefficiency of  doctors, and said that the only time when cause follows effect was when a doctor follows the !                            funeral of his patient.     Lord  Selborne,  who was sitting
i                            near, spoke of Baron Munchauson, how he took the whole
*                            College of Physicians up in las balloon, and kept them
I                            there a month, and then, when he sent them down again
out of pity for their patients, found all their patients had got quite well in their absence, but that all the undertakers were ruined.
(                               "The life of a Prime Minister's family IH certainly no
J1                            sinecure.    Lady Salisbury and  her daughter  have con-
i                            stantly to go off to found or open oliarities of every de-
t                            scription.    Lord Salisbury is occupied with bin secretaries